143                           THE STEAM HOUSE.
cheons, dinners, and siestas, was carried out with military
exactitude. Our life in the Steam House went on as
regularly as in the bungalow at Calcutta. The landscape
was constantly changing under our eyes, without any per-
ceptible movement of our house. We soon grew accus-
tomed to our life, as do passengers on board an ocean
steamer, though we had nothing monotonous, for, unlike
the sea, our horizon was ever changing.
Towards eleven o'clock we caught sight, on the plain, of a
curious mausoleum, erected in honour of two holy personages
of Islam, " Cassim-Soliman," father and son. Half-an-
hour after this we passed the important fortress of Chunar,
an impregnable rock crowned by picturesque ramparts,
and rising perpendicularly 150 feet above the river.
Of course we halted to pay this place a visit, as it is one of
the most important fortresses in the valley of the Ganges.
It is a very economical place with regard to expenditure
of powder and bullets, for when an assaulting column
endeavours to scale the walls, it is immediately crushed by
an avalanche of rocks and stones kept for the purpose.
At its foot lies the town which bears its name, the houses
coquettishly peeping out from among the verdure.
In Benares, as we have seen, there exist many privi-
leged places, which are considered by the Hindoos as the
most sacred in the world. If one began to count, the
number scattered over the peninsula would amount to